In their earliest uses in English, rhyme and meter perhaps imitated a supernatural harmony: the regular beat, the foreknown ringing of the rhymes, perhaps echoed a celestial music. In the eighteenth century, when English poetry A dying Victorian woman, as we know, should have had her mind fixed on the heavenly kingdom. Yet that consolation, foolproof as it seems, probably never did work properly. When we try to picture eternal life as it might be, Never dig yams with her digging stick. She has left us; she will never come back the way she was.
There are lots of mussels in the creek.
But she who lies here will not dig them again. We will go on fishing for codfish as we always have. But the one lying here will never ask us for oil again, Oil for her hair, she will never need oil again. And I may be, some time.
Of course, the desire to be some other thing is in itself suicidal, involving as it must a willingness to cease to be a man, to be extinct. Robinson Jeffers makes this point so explicit in his poem "Vulture," that he is obliged, in the poem, to pull back, to resist. These old bones will still work; they are not for you." But how beautiful he looked, gliding down On those great sails; how beautiful he looked, veering
